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LARK AGES 


Has th3 story ever reached you out of the past, a 
story of Othman the Great? It is told of him that he shed 
the only tear that he was ever known to have shed when his 
baby daughter, whom he was burying alive, lifted her tiny 
hand in the trust of^innocence and,love •t© wipe away the 
dust‘of the grave-eaftfi from his beard. 

It is little likely that Othman was much inclined 
to shed tears, for he wag a usurper and a cruel despot. We 
like to think, however, that perhaps he shed not one tear 
but many thereafter for ..this,, and that the dark angel often 
walked in his dreams, for 'it was not that the child was de-- 
serving of any punishment ■ that she;;was put to death, but 
merely for that she was' born a woman. 

In the name of Allah, the God of Mercy, the Com¬ 
passionate. . . r / 

Oh, but ^ou say .that deed was but of the'Dark Ages 
wheh all the world *was cruel: Othman was merely obeying the 
barbarous custom of a barbarous age in a barbarous land. 
But when were the Dark Ages of any time or period but of 
the living present, and when were they of any place but of 
the human heart? It is never the world nor the time that is 
misfitted and malformed, but humankind. 

We do not-practice infanticide today, at least not 
in the occidental countries - the law calls it murder. And 
today who is lower than he.v who wilfully -deals bodily harm 
to a trusting, helpless 'Child or wha plunges its happiness 
into unhappy sham'e?* Surely, hell is before him and behind 
him and round about him on both sides. Thus are they con¬ 
demned, and rightly, the brutal-handed, while he escapes 
with but light censurg...whQ;,.with .refinements kills the spir¬ 
it or malms the soul; for there is many and many a way, 
subtle, crue^l, insidious, by which this may be- done. 

It is not by pure chance that the name-of steppar¬ 
ent, unjustly to some, has become synonymous with that of 
the guardian who f avors,, chil.d neglect, harsh treatment, 
overwork, disinheritance, and the denial of that affection 
that every child always craves. It is not by unfortunate 
circumstance but by deliberate intent that we still have 
chl.ld. labpr, a legalized system that condemns its tiny vic- 
tiihs ''like malefactors to’the galleys, cut off frp.m the op- 
pbrtunitles for educaWon and normal childish pursuits, to 
become before their time little old^^^men. Unlike the lilies 
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of the field, long hours they toll and spin until too tired 
in body and spirit ever again to play. If a millstone is 
meet for the neck of him who 'shall offend one of these 
little ones," since society acquiesces, who then escapes? 

In the name of Moloch, the God of Infamy, the In¬ 
satiate. 


Unwanted chlldreni Now and ever they cumber the 
skirts of the world, to be plucked off like burrs and to be 
cast aside. Thus already derelict, we jettison our treas¬ 
ure, we cast off the cargo and the ballast, that without 
encumbrance we sooner head before the winds of decadence 
onto the fell rocks of a bankrupt civilization and onto the 
barrier reefs of the suicide of race. If the children s 
children are the crown of old men," what then ought they o 
be and what ought they to mean to the father and to the 
mother? "These are my Jewels," said the Roman matron proud¬ 
ly, indicating her sons. And so they are to all where their 
luster is clear. But there was never a one to type that was 
truly wanted that ever went clouded and dim. 


"Juvenile delinquent" is but the polite tera for 
"spoiled brat," and the spoiling process like charity be¬ 
gins at home, not more by indifference than indulgence 
more by neglect than concern. Where the home leaves off, 
the ultramodern school now carries on with that nonprogres¬ 
sive system of teaching that is known as progressive edu¬ 
cation." Under this system the child is to do nothing and 
learn nothing that it does not want to do or learn, while 
the inculcation of any standard of morals and good manner, 
is utterly out. Like the untutored savage, the child J-s 
be left to unfold its personality as chance directs. 'Jhlch 
is the right hand and which is the left, heredity or env 
onment? The former lays the foundation; the 
experience and training, raises the 

but weakness is to be built upon weakness, yet weakness too 
may be built upon strength. 


Have we put dust upon our heads, and who wipes it 
away? Now and ever we bury our unwanted children alive in 
the grave-earth of ignorance, of poverty, of crime, and 
they who have never shed a tear do not disappoint us, lor 
they shed not one. Homeless waifs from broken homes, gamin* 
of the cities, by day they run the highways and by ^Sht 
the streets, embryo thieves, potential thugs. How are their 
numbers swelled by the disclaimer and the 
for. if /ou understand it, there are orphans that are or 
phaned of God, and orphans orphaned of man. Then, 
those children, and how many and how many there are, wh , 
not by accident but by design, are born not unto the day 
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but the night* "Where are my children?" cries the patriarch 
In the extreme helplessness and loneliness of his enfeebled 
old age. A tragic question and a cliche, .surely, yesterday 
and tomorrow and today. 

Is the world so filled with brightness and cheer 
that we can always be pulling down the shades? On the con¬ 
trary, the miracle'-worker of eternity Is wanted to walk the 
paths of time. There Is a true magic, a wondrous magic. In 
the mere presence of a child. Let It but walk through the 
house into the midst of an assembly of its elders and, even 
though It is frosting winter and the snowflakes pelt the 
windowpanes, the season runs softly summer Into every cor¬ 
ner of the room, and again for a little the springtide of 
youth floods the hearts of the elders and the aged. It 
speaks a delightful babble of disjointed words, it touches 
its hand softly to ours, it smiles upon us out of its shy¬ 
ness, and who is so unfeeling that he is not gentled a lit¬ 
tle; who is so unseeing that he is not stirred into vision, 
if but for a moment, of a land where the unattainable en¬ 
wraps us and where mortality falls away? And what is this 
land that we glimpse thus briefly, as through a casement 
and through a fog? It is by no means a land that is alto-- 
gather imaginary, for this is the future, far distant and 
misty, valley beyond valley and hill beyond hill, "l have 
looked upon the past," exclaimed the wide-eyed mystic after 
he had gazed into the withered face of the centenarian; bur 
mere had he marveled had he but looked the other way. 

We stood once out of darkness when a lamp that was 
bright but fragile was placed for keeping into our hands; 
we strode once out of silence when a voice that was clear 
but feeble came sounding our name. Now the light is blown 
and the voice is hushed. But watch a little, wait a little. 
Surely, we shall be deaf and blind if, when we least expect 
it, that light that was quenched does not flare back with 
the lightning to strike through the riving clouds of our 
memories gone dark; if that voice that was stilled, a thin 
echo, a whisper, a receding sigh, does not return with the 
drums of thunder to shout into our ears across the lurid 
skies of our troubled thought. Is it surprising, then, that 
by constraint we "let the dead bury their dead" where the 
living are busied burying the quick? Not now, not now, are 
the dry-eyed misty. If in some after time they run tears, 
to what avail? For though the weepers weep, not rains nor 
moving floods shall purge'the dust from Off their faces nor 
retract the ritual of their fearful sacrifice to flesh anew 
those tiny buried hands. 
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GUILD MEETINGS 


The program for the February meeting le to consist 
of a showing of kodachromes by Mrs, Robert Wright, Mr, Rol 
C, Lewis and Mr, Elmer M, Weese, These artists, who have 
appeared before the Guild before, are experts in the art of 
making kodachromes. Each will show a group of their best 
subjects. These^pictures cover a wide area of our country, 
ranging from the dramatic High Sierras, through historical 
and colorful Arizona desert regions, to the missions of the 
Southwest, seascapes and boats, together with a selection 
of outstanding tree and meadow landscapes and many special 
shots, of historical interest. 

The meeting will be held on Friday evening, 8:30 
p.m,, February 14, at the Old Brick Oven, 28 Windsor Lane, 


THE ARTISTS 


The lithographs here shown, as well those of the 
December number, are presented without printing in order 
that they may be suitable for framing. Extra prints are to 
be obtained at fifty cents each from the studio,’ 28 Windsor 
Lane. ,0r contact the Individual artists. Phone; Ouster 5 - 
6678 - 10 a.m, to 5 p.m. 


Paul Rohland, whose "House in Sainta Fe" appears in 
this number, has long been an artist nationally known. With 
his wife, Carolina Rohland, also an artist of national rep¬ 
utation, he has wandered widely, having painted in all four 
corners of the country. Wherever their interests have been 
aroused they have stayed to absorb the essential motifs and 
to present them in the various mediums that have captured 
their moods. They are familiar with many techniques - water 
colors, oils, monotypes and engravings, as well as the med¬ 
ium of the lithograph. 

Some ten years ago the Rohlands lived in Sierra 
Madre. They went east at that time and then to the great 
art colony at Santa Fep New Mexico, They have now returned 
'to Sierra Madre, we hope to stay. They are conducting art 
classes at their studio at 670 Alta Vista Drive. 
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H, Robert Hildebrand specializes in the painting 
of dogs and other pets. To date he has done in pastel near¬ 
ly five thousand portraits of dogs, from famous ones to the 
little old mongrel. Mongrels, he says, are his favorites. 
This he sa.yS ' in, a whisper ' because' he knows, that the pedi¬ 
greed'dogs;'.'belong; tb'people' who can have the portraits of 
their pets;pdlntedj' His portraits of dogs give the feeling 
of a live ahiinal' about'to move or bark. 

Robert was born in Pennsylyania and-attended the 
School ,of Industrial Art,' ih^Philadelphia, the same school, 
incideptaliy, .where Alfred. Dewey studied' and taught for a 
number of .years; He now resides at 832 Woodland Drive, in 
Sierra Madre, 


' -Myrtle Weese, Designer of "Bit of S.an Gabriel Mis-» 
Sion, " "has not worked appreciably in black and white'. She 
is known as a fine colorist. She sees all subjects in re¬ 
lated tones of color, "Consider my lithograph," she says,., 
"in full color —■ a brilliant green tree against a yellow 
wall, with accents of red," As a child, she tells us, she 
loved all of the brilliant colors, especially red. That 
love of bright color has never left her. It is a pronounced 
feature of all her work. 

Myr'tle started studying art under the W.P.A. Arts 
Program, The circumstances were -drab, bi^t she was soon pep¬ 
ping them up with plenty of warm color. Her husband, Elmer 
M. ,Weese, , (Marvin V/eese) , is also a fine eolorlst, working 
in miniature designs.. One cif his lithographs, "San Buena¬ 
ventura Mission," appeared in the-pec ember issue. His spec¬ 
ialty, however, is the colored b'lo'ck print. They maintain a 
studio at 358 Canon Drive, Sierra Madre. 



A ^G .pin Tp6L$' ■ 


rsrh-it it b.trange that princes a.njl krngs 
Arid downs that caper in sawdus'1;. rings 
And common people like you and me 
■are; builders for eternity? . ; 

. s - . ■ ^ . . ■ - - ’ . .. -w 

Eacb-is, .given, a "bag of tools, 

A shapeless mass, , a book of rules, 

/ind,; eaob :mu3t .make, .before life is flown 
A stumbling block or a stepplngsto'ne, 
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